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1658 for recovery meant nothing to him; what he clutched at, and lost, and clutched at again was the promise of redemption and eternal life. He babbled much in his fever, repeating mechanically the formulas of his creed, but without conviction, almost without hope. Thrice he was heard to murmur, " It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God," Once he demanded of a chaplain, " Tell me, is it possible to fall from grace ? " " It is not possible," was the answer, u Then I am safe," he cried, " for I know that I was once in grace."

On Friday the 27th Thuiioe wrote to Henry that his fears were more than his hopes. During the Saturday and Sunday the sick man was often unconscious. But by the Monday his mind was clearer, and from some profound deeps of the spirit he had received peace. u The Lord hath filled me," he murmured, " with as much assurance of His pardon and His love as my soul can hold," And again, " I am the poorest wretch that lives, but I love God, or rather am beloved of God. ... I am more than a conqueror through Christ that strengthened me." He had escaped from Doubting Castle to the Land of Beulah.

On Monday the 30th came the greatest storm that England had known for a hundred years. The wind mowed swathes through forests and wrecked many a noble avenue, swept the sheaves from the harvest fields, sank a multitude of ships, stripped dwellings of roofs and chimneys, and tumbled down church steeples. Ludlow, coming up that morning from Essex, could not start because of the gale, and in the afternoon only got as far as Epping. The fury of the hurricane did not stir the stagnant air in the sick-room, but its rumour filled Whitehall with strange voices. Thurloe, quick to detect signs of returning clearness in his master, seized the occasion to get the business of the succession settled. The revised constitution permitted the Protector to name his successor, and this Oliver had done before his second installation, in a letter addressed to the secretary, which he had kept secret. When he first fell ill at Hampton Court a messenger had been despatched to